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her sword. The Duke d'Alencon gave her a great
war-horse, and without practice she mounted it
at once in such fashion that the Bastard of Or-
leans, le Comte de Richemont, the old soldiers
Xaintrailles, La Hire, and the Marechal Derais
became enthusiastic partisans.

Early in April, after praying the whole night,
Joan began the campaign of the Loire "with a
shining face.1' On April 29th she made her entry
into Orleans, and summoned the English to leave
the forts and ramparts which they were occupy'
ing. They replied to her with foul jests and in-
sults. On May 4th she carried the fort of St. Loup
by assault, on the morrow the fort of the Tour-
nelles. Joan, who insisted on putting up the first
scaling-ladder, had her shoulder pierced by an
English arrow, which stuck out more than a foot
behind her back. She broke the arrow off with
her own hands arid pulled it out of the wound.
The women who were attending her burst into
tears as they saw the blood spurt out. The heroic
child cried to them: LLDo not weep, good people;
it isn't blood, but glory!" Orleans was delivered,
the English driven back upon Paris, the first; part
of Joan's mission concluded,

After these miracles is it difficult to believe
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